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The king his faithful servants summoned, and
Before them all his only brother named
To rule the kingdom and confided all
His subjects to his care ; then, at the head
Of his brave troops, out of the city marched,
Amidst the royal bards recounting in
Sweet tones the glories of his kingdom's past,
His holy priests invoking Krishna's help
And chanting sacred hymns, and in the midst
Of maidens of the martial Kshatrya race,
Proceeding to the very city gates,
And singing to their fathers, brothers, and
Their husbands in shrill notes heard far and wide,
That Swarga's gates are ever ready to
Receive the faithful if they bravely fall,
The flames are ready to take their proud wives,
But burning hell gapes wide for to devour
The cowards that run routed and alive ;
Their maidens' sweet embrace awaits them not.
At last, upon the plains of Talicot,
The armies met, fierce raged the battle, and
Old Ramaraj fought nobly in the field ;
And Timrna too wrought dreadful havoc on
The Moslems and their ranks oft shattered, but